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From Lambolle Road we moved about the country with my
father in his illness ; and when finally he was confined to a nursing
home in Sussex, since it was time that we went to school, my
mother rented a house of five stories off Haverstock Hill. My
elder brother, Colin, was packed off to a boarding school at
Walmer, while the twins, driven there in my grandmother's
carriage with our luggage on a four-wheeler, went up the hill
as boarders to the school of Heddon Court.

I was rather a miserable creature, having outgrown my
strength, with spindly legs and a shock of ill-brushed, stiff,
straw-coloured hair. While at Bournemouth, I used to attend
the rooms of a Mr. Linder, one of the first Swedish culture experts
in this country. This Swede used to pummel my stomach
unmercifully, and by his methods of massage, to which I am
sure I owe an enormous debt of gratitude, he tickled me almost
to hysteria. After leaving his sanctum once, almost in a state
of collapse, I fell down the steps of his house. The kind
gentleman about whom one reads sometimes picked me up and
presented me with sixpence, which I expended in an emporium
upon a musical instrument consisting of a number of pieces of
copper of different lengths, which, to produce a bclHike sound,
were hit with a small gong-stick.

I took my household gods with me to school. These were a
box of my more treasured soldiers, of which I possessed quite
a considerable army, a box of crayon pencils, and a wooden bear
which my father had brought me from Switzerland.

For my first night I was placed in a dormitory in which were
seven or eight other boys. They were all very curious to inspect
my possessions. But I guarded my secrets carefully ; and cried
myself to sleep, hiding my head under the blankets holding
tightly to my wooden bear. But in my haste one morning during
my first few days at school, I forgot the little fellow and left him
in my bed, and was held up to the dormitory's derision by a
matron whom ever afterwards I hated with a smouldering
passion.

My first term at Heddon Court were months of almost uu~
alloyed misery, and in my weekly letters to my mother, apart
from other observations, I have recorded this.

" The boy I hate most is Smith here he is. (An illustration*)
Jones* uncle died last night he was so unhappy he could not do
his lessons and Miss Robinson gave him an impot and a pessme.